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reproachfully. "I am not wishing to say funny
things," he remarked sadly. " Get on with it," said
Bill sternly. "And don't let's have any snakes. I
loathe snakes."

"No snakes, no mouse, no rabbit," replied the
conjurer obediently.

I thought it rather a pity that there were to be no
snakes myself. I had. always associated Indian
conjurers with snakes. However, Bill was obviously
in charge. After this the conjurer did a succession of
the sort of tricks which may be seen at children's
parties at Christmas in England. He still kept up an
unintelligible patter in Urdu, but at each crisis he
now ejaculated, "No snake, no mouse, no rabbit."
Bill began to get restless; I fancy he had an idea
that the conjurer was not being respectful to him.
Then came the Mango trick. The man planted a
seed in a pot, covered it, removed the cover, and
showed a sprouting stalk. Whenever he removed
the cover again the plant had grown surprisingly.
Bill got up with a yawn.

" False tops of course," he said.

I didn't quite see what he meant myself, but then
I never have been able to see through even the
simplest trick. Bill said he thought after all he
would run down to the club. He mounted his
machine and waved a cheery farewell. The chug-
chugging became a speedy diminuendo down
Gloucester, down Stewart, Road. The conjurer had
collected his belongings and was standing respectfully
under the mulbery tree.

"Thank you," I said. I gave him five rupees.

The performance certainly hadn't been what Bill